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myself a veteran, because I had always been on the

receiving end. Naturally, the coach had to build a

new machine, and every man had to perfect himself

to fit in as one of the cogs. The other fellows in the

school had a lot of faith in Jack because in their minds

his name was always coupled with the score; but he

had his task mapped out for him, and he soon found

out that on this team he had to do more than run the

ends. There was very little difference in our schedule.

The result was that we had a rather poor season.

Somehow or other Jack didn't seem to come through.

Of course, once in a while there were flashes of his

former brilliancy but he didn't stand out as in

previous years.

'

' Well, finally, we began to prime ourselves for our

Thanksgiving tilt. The opponents had just about

reached their top form. We had given them very bad
beatings the two previous years because they were

only in the process of formation, and this year every-

thing seemed set for an inglorious defeat as far as

we were concerned. But you know how it is. Some-

times the team will rise to supreme heights when its

back is to the wall.

"We were in real fighting mood the day of the

game. It was a question of do or die. From the

very kick-off until the end of the first half we played

them off their feet and when we went to the club

house between halves the score stood 6-0 in our favor.

The third period was really a deadlock, what we call

punting duel, with neither side gaining by the ex-

change,

"The brief rest at the end of the third period

seemed to be what we needed, because we swept down
the field at the beginning of the fourth period by

short steady plunges until we had the ball on the

twenty-five yard line. Our left plays were working to

perfection. Jack interfered now and then and wanted

to take the ball around end but the quarterback

couldn't see it.

"Half the period was over and the signal was

called for a line plunge between guard and tackle.

The other side must have sensed just about where the

play was going to come through, because I remember

noticing the secondary defense closing up on my side

of the line. The ball was snapped, handed to Jack,

and he came crashing through but not where I ex-

pected him. His head struck my shoulder and I was

knocked out. The impact broke his collarbone. He
fumbled. Their left end picked up the ball and ran

for a touchdown. They kicked the goal and the score

stood 7-6. I was useless the rest of the game and of

course Jack had to be carried off the field.
'

'

"Just as I expected. I've never known it to fail.

That boy of mine had nothing else in his head but

football. He went along fine to the last year, when
he almost got killed. I don't know what happened

to him, but I know when he came home I determined

he would not go back. Its a good thing he didn't be-

cause I managed to get a lot of work out of him the

last few years. I suppose if I'd let him finish I'd still

be supporting him. These young fellows
"

"But wait until I tell you how it turned out, I

had to go to the hospital and have an x-ray taken.

Of course. Jack was there ahead of me. He was in

pretty bad shape. They found my shoulder was dis-

located and some ligaments torn so that I had to stay

there a week or two. It was a long time before Jack

got out and there were days when we expected the

worst.

"I went around to see him one day when he was

convalescing and had quite a long talk with him.

He must have done a lot of thinking while he was

lying there, because his attitude seemed entirely

changed, I remember him telling me how it all hap-

pened. He said, 'You know. Bill, I didn't like that

line attack. I wasn't used to it. You see last year

about all I did was skirt the ends and because of the

wonderful interference I had very little trouble in

getting away. We had been plugging that line from

the beginning of that period and I was pretty well

used up and, of course, there wasn't the same glamour

to that steady driving. Instead of going through the

hole opened up for me I wanted to get out into the

open. I had my mind set on going between the end

and tackle. There seemed to be a big gap there, for

just as I was about to plunge into the line, their left

halfback reached it and I tried to change my course

to go through the opening that you had made, but it

closed and that was why I hit you. My football days

are over but if I ever get out of this I will know

enough to do what I am told. It has taught me that

it is better in the long run to be only a cog than to

try to be the whole works,'
"

"Yes, but he learned it too late, didn't he? By

the way, what school did you go to?"

"Villanova,"
'

' What was that fellow 's name again ? '

'

"Oh, uh, lets see; all he got from us was Jack.

The last name,—I think it was Odgen."

The old man had finished his cigar. As he arose

to leave he reached for his case and as he handed the

stranger a card he remarked, "Well, perhaps foot-

ball has some lessons to teach after all,
'

'

As he passed out the young man looked at the card

and a look of blank amazement was quickly followed

by a broad smile as he muttered, "Old man Odgen

himself.
'

'


